had known that there would be neither lock nor bolt
upon the door, and had somehow come with the only
possible means of keeping the door shut. She stood in
the wing there touching the door, and wondering what
she should do. She wondered for a moment if murderers
were in the Imperial Box on the other side of the stage,
No, she could with some craning just see into that box,,
and be sure, from the head-dresses and the gleam of
jewels, that the Persian Ambassador was there with his
glittering staff. The murderers, and she had no doubt
now that they were murderers, were on her side, where
their victim would be, with no one near him except her-
self and the frail and gentle old Bishop.

Then she began to think of the time when? They
would not attempt it now, when the choir-boys were
between them and their victims. They would not
attempt it when the Patriarch was speaking, or prob-
ably would not because they would expect the choir-
boys to be still in the wings, then, listening, and because
even the most abandoned partisan would shrink from
interrupting the Patriarch; a kind of divinity hedged the
Patriarch. After the Patriarch, Symmachus would say a .
few words; a very few; then Justinian would speak for
at least half an hour. That was the danger time, when
Symmachus sat and Justinian rose. They might wait,
perhaps, till Justinian sat, and the gentle old Bishop of
Nicaea rose to hope that the meeting might prove fruit-
ful of blessing. But no, they would know that the choir-
boys would be tiptoeing back into the wings then. It
would be before then. She had no doubt whatever that
the men would stab Justinian and then escape by the
wings and back-stage passages to the stage-door and
some waiting horses or chariots. They would no doubt
have agents in the wings, perhaps on the stage and cer-
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